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have, indeed, too much, self-respect not to be clean. I once
remember Lausanne rating a muleteer, who was somewhat
tardy in his preparations. ' What!' exclaimed the peasant
reproachfully, * would you have me go without a clean
shirt ?' Now, when we remember that this man only put
on his clean shirt to toil on foot for thirty or forty miles,
we may admire his higli feeling, and doubt whether we
might match this incident even by that wonder, an English
postilion.

Certainly the Spaniards are a noble race. They are kind
and faithful, courageous and honest, with a profound mind,
that will nevertheless break into rich humour, and a dignity
which, like tlieir passion, is perhaps the legacy of their
oriental sires.

But see! we have gained tne summit of the hill. Behold!
the noble range of the Morena mountains extends before us,
and at their base is a plain worthy of suah a boundary.
Yon river, winding amid bowers of orange, is the beautiful
Gruadalquivir; and that city, with its many spires and
mighty mosque, is the famous Cordova!

CHAPTER III.

THE court-yard was Ml of mules, a body of infantry were
bivouacking under the colonnades. There were several
servants, all armed, and a crowd of muleteers with blud-
geons.

4 'Tis a great lady from Madrid, sir,' observed Tita, who
was lounging in the court.

I had now been several days at Cordova, and intended to
depart at sunset for Granada. The country between these
two cities is more infested by brigands than any tract in
Spain, The town ran^r with their daring exploits. Every